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Eo: THE 
Devils Journey to London, xc, 


N Caverns of the black Abyſs of Hell, 
Where damned Souls in torment ever dwell, 
Weeping, and mourning at their diſmal ſtate; 
Repenting of their Sins; Burt ah too late! 
Plato retires, that he might eſpy, 
What Order there was, how his Tyranny 
Was exercis'd, and his Commands obey'd: 
The Ghoſts at his damn'd Preſence are diſmay'd ; 
| They dreading his Commands, amazed ſtand; 
The PÞxries quake, and trembling do demand, 
Great Plato, chief in Hell, what Force, or Arms, 
Or mighty Monarch, now thy Court alarms, 
| - That thou n perſon doeſt appear, or come 
NT "On ſome vile W retch to order worſer Doome: 
F | 
If any here has done the leaſt of 111, 
 Tormented ſhall he be, by Dev!lls Skill; 
Example ſhall he be, that here below, 
Damn'd Souls, and Devils may thy Power know : 
Thus cringing did they ftand, quaking with Fear, 
What Anſwer Pluto gave, who did appear 
Stark mad with Rage, which made the Devzls quake ; 
And the dark Caverns of deep Hell to ſhake: 
Amaz'd Powers of Hell come crowding down; + 
To know the cauſe; each Fiend now fears his own. 
a> Pluto 


_ 


(4) 

Plato at laſt, tothem does thus reply ; 

My Friend ed //-—-d has told a curſed Lye; » 
Cronds of Lawyers, Dottors, and their Slayes, 

He fays, .are here; Poets worlt of Knaves ; 

Pimps, W hores, and Þullys, and anther Lhrong; 
Which now for to reherſe would be too long: 

Some of all ſorts, are here, but if you view 

London (1 think) may equal this damn'd Crew : 
Great Sinners come not to my Court, but they , 
Send leſſer ones before, to make the way: 
Beſides what crouds comein; my Friend ACed I ----d 
Muſt have a place for him, and all his Guard 
Of Scribling Poets; who do ſpy the Town, 
Nay, Hell its ſelf; (becauſeit is their own) 
Since my Friend now has twice been ſo civil; 
To Journey down to Hell'to ſee the Devil; - 
We mult repay his viſit, zts unkind 
His Tripps, and Forrne)s not at all to mind; 

If we don't viſitnow as her etofore, 

The Vt takes pet, by chance comes no More; 
For ye all know, it is my conſtant way ; 
When Strangers do come here, 1 make them ſtay, : 
They're welcome as my ſelf, this place IS free, 9 

As 1n Begining, to Eternity : 

But him I did let go, for I knew well, 

There's nere a place, fo fit for him as Hell: 

The ſecond time, I let the Knave paſs on 23 

For pitty fake, ſince that he Lives —_— = 
The Spying Trade. But to the Court its known, _ 
I, Next time he comes, the Devil knows his own: (Firſt _ 
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Firſt I intend a Journey for to take. 
Tn Charons Boat, Tle croſs the Stygzan Lake : 
And ſee how fares old England, Why maint | 
The Earth, as well as they, dare Hell i 
What Mortal can reſiſt------ 


Juſt as he ſpoke 1n comes a ſorry Iribe, 
Of Lawyers Clients, who for want of Bribe; 
And Dofors Patients, whom 'twas their Miſhaps, 
By truſting Farwick-Lane to cure their Claps, 
To poſt to Hell, ſome {leep to death, ſome kills, 
The miſinterpreting their Dofors Bulls: 
Plato asks whence they came, that he might know 
His Friends above, as well as them below. 
When all is told, crys, See there, make Room, 
Then orders each Man what ſhall be his Doom; 
Il am ungrateful, 1t I ſhould deny 
That to the College, I'm oblig'd fo high; 
But as they come, I ſtrive to quit the Score: | 
They daily by their Trade oblige me more, > 
Than /oman Dottor, Quack, or pocky }/, hore. 


Pluto now ready ſtrait with ſpeed ſets out ; 
Hells Gates are open'd, the Infernal rout 
Of damned Frends, come Crowding thick about, 
To know theirorders, who the Scepter ſways, 
While T1zto's gone to fetch ſome greater Preys. 
Cerberns barks, and round the damned flys; 1 
Until at laſt great Plato there eſpyes, x 


Then Gent by his word, he down him lyes. ; 


B The 


© 
The fiery Sulphurous waves doe riſe, 

As if they durſt almoſt to touch the Ses : 

Dam'd Souls ail Gneard with Sulphurous Flame, 
Colder then Ice, but burning in the ſame; 

While Devils, with their Forks ſtrives toaflwage, 
Their own dam'd Torment, ſhew their utmoſt rag 
Thar's eaſe ofall their Torments, when that "ca 
Other Torment; whoſe fins made them a prey 

To Devils, Spirits, damn'd before the fall 

Of Adam; for whoſe fin we ſuffer all: 

Whet Mortal ſafe can be from their damn'd ſpite, 
Since they in Heaven durſt with God to fight. 

Plato takes care of all, and does Commend 

The Care of He/,, to his chiefeſt F:exnd; 

Tell them he's ſure, his Labour won't be loſt, 

His London Forrney ſure will quit his Coſt. 
Thenthis black Prince, with his Curſt Helliſh Crew, 
Like Lightning in the Air fo ſwift he Flew 

Over Hills, and Morntains which did over run 
Waith thoſe Men's blood ; who were by fin undon. 
Now paſt the diſmal dark Eternal Night, 
Thegloomy Light appears to their Sight - 
TheSulphur ſftunk upon the curſed Shore: 

There might be heard the damn'd Spirits roar. 
Plato ſends back the Infernal Spririts, he 

Takes only oneto bear him Company, 

Inhis Advextrre, orders to retain, 

Need W-.--d if he comes Spying here again. 

Now come to the River Side they hollow, 

Like Thunder, now the damn'd Spirits bellow 
| For 


COR 
For OO that he would the River crols. 
And brinz his Boat, for *Platotears the loſs 
Of time, | _ org'd to beat's Fonrney end, 
To fee oy //----q his aGear and loving Friend. 
Charon (a lazy Dog) himſelt down lay 
The other Side, that he might paſs away 
The time, warting till Hermes now does bring 
Sad Sorts, the Place he us'd to take theman : 
He hears a Notte ſound from the other S1de ; 
Thinks hethis is fomeof the laſt curſt T r:be, 
Plato's Court that went, their gone Aſtray; 
They want ed Y—-d toput them in their way. 
Charonbethinks himſelf to ſee it none, * 
Had Stoln from Pluto's Court, and 'twas unknown: 
Shly he rows back his Boat, that he might SPY, 
Who twas that there; then anſwers by and by, 
Tle wait on you, Pox take you there Tarry, 
Am I your Spaniel Dog to fetch and Carry : 
Though I wait here to carry Souls from hence. 
I bring none back, that is the future Tenſe, 
Nor like to Do&ters, Lawyers unjuſt Fee 
WW il take, but Tre to Plato ever be. 
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The Angry Devil now with Rage Poſleſt, 
Retarding of his Forney, ſtrait he Curſt 
Charon hus Servant, to be damn'd for Ever, 

In the deep lake of Fire, and that he nere 
Should thence return; but there remain to be 
Tortur'd as damn'd to all Eternity : 
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(8) 
TR dares he not his Maſters great Command 
Obey 2? Who dares the Devy// here withſtand ? 
The burning Flames did thine now from his Eyes. 
Charon he finds it's Pluto, and he Fly's, 
Withall the ſpeed he Rows unto the Shore; 
With thick fetch Strokes, he preſently is ore. 
When Angry Plato Charon doth come near, 
He Trembles, firſt could not Speak for Fear; 
But on his Knees, that Pardon'd he might be, 
He Beggs, and Prays, Cauſe Ignorant that he; 
The mighty Prince of Hell, did now deſign 
To Croſs the Stygian Lake, therefore not mine 
I Begg the Fault may be, for no moreI 
Will dare to offer ſuch Indigntty ; 

_ But ever, will remaina Conſtant Slave 

To Plato's Court, O Pardon let me have! 
Pluto ſays nothing, but in haſt does make 

Into the Boat, Commands him ſtrait to take 
His Oars, to the other Side to Row ; 

When he come back he does intend to Show ; 
What for his Crime ſhou'd be his Puniſhment, 
Till then he ought to reſt himſelf Content. 
Like Angry College, who poſſeſt with Rage; 
All Pharmacy could not the ſame Afſuage; 
We finding now our Fees begin to Ceaſe; 
And by degrees our Pra#ice to Decreaſe: 

Of Bankrupt-Dofers there is now ſuch ſtore; 
That welle be Ghyſter driver who before, — 
A/ as look on Dofer: ( Ak ſottiſh Fools) — 
W.cave our Prafice to inſpca cloſe Stools, 
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When Dottops Preſcribe and tebrhe your 5 groan! EN 
Poets I hope will to the Yorld rehearſe, ' © 
And Juſtice to the Jorld will ſure Proclaitti: 
The Pharmark Art deſerves the Dofors'Nani#: 
Poor W retches we ſince College Trade decline; 
W hat would we g1ve, tnat we the firſt defign 
Had Cruſht, and not fo balely ſteal a Trade, 
For now we find deſervedly we made 
A Rod for our Backs, they yere our Friends, 
And weknew well they had no other ends : 
Thoſe that in Coaches Ride, ful oft did goe 
To their full Tables, but at Lord Mayors Show, 
And other Treats, what Crowds come ſharping then, 
Ah Dofors, Dotors were ungratefnl Men. 
My Pen cant help the ſetting forth your Crimes, - 
Tle place them down for all ſucceding Times, + - 
As Felon burnt in Cheek, to their Diſgrace, 

About their Cech, theſe Lines of worſe we place; 
The Colleges were they were bred Aſham'd, - 
To own theſe Monſters they have fo defam'd 
That Place, true Po&ors ſhun themas the irc, 
The Plagze, the Scah, or naſty Pock d; Fitch, 
Which they pretend to Cure. 


So Plato, Charoz does to Hell decree, 

For his good Service, and his Conſtancy, 

This mighty Prixce ſet on the other Side, 

Reſolves for Loxdoz now what.erc betide, 

Ore Hills, and Mountairs with his Imp he goes; 

Hefly's fo quick wad. Valles. Plains; _ choks » 27? 
PETR». 3% Vi bric' 


F Which v were his EF 1 {ar he might this, once regard, 
" Being pleas'd to think of Viſiting ACed.}/-—d, 
Prepar'd he was with Gold, which 'can controul 
All Mortal Men; for that can buy the Sv, 
When all Deluſions, Cheats do prove but frail 
That ſure and certain, and does never fail. 
W hat Murders, Rapes, to get it doe we chuſe? 
That rules our Hearts, we durſt it not refuſe: 
O curſed Mineral! from whence didſt thee 
Derive thy ſelf? vvhat Mortal now can be 
Secure from all thy deadly poysning Charms? 
Thou Curſe of curſes! who ſo oft Alarms 
Poor Mortals Soxls. from thee there is none free; 
Thoſe that poſſeſs, or unpoſſeſſed be: 
Not Argos Eyes, Briareas hundred Hands, 
No Earthly Monarch ever thee withſtands, - 
If thou but ſhows'ſt thy ſelf, we ſtrait Comply, 
Thourt like to Death, none can your claim deny 
Plato himſelf knew well what Arms to uſe: 
What Mortal doe Reject and what they Chooſe: - 
He ask't that Spy, whenhe was laſt in Hell, 
Or elſeby old Tradition he could tell ; 
His Imp heorders, Charges thathe tray 
About the Town, to get as great a Prey 
As he could get; now they are at the Place, 
Where onecrys Smoke theBeaz, vvhat with that Face? 
And now beginthe Dev// to Diſgrace; 7 
- Another calls out Sir, Pray fake aCharre, + 
A Coach Air,, you Son of a}Fhore my Fare, 
The Noiſe fo great the Devil could not-tell ;- | 
Whether they make a greater here, or Hell. (Next 


Next 3ceze is ſhovv'd two Fopps does ſtrait Appear; 

Their //7ggs Perfumed, and fo fullof Hair; 
Their empty Heads were loaded fo for fear, 
Leaſt ſome ſhould ſtezl their Brains out of their Ear 
The blinded Braves with Powder, can't agree, 
This takes the Yall, the other thought that he 
Deſerv'd it better, Damns him, and Swears ſtrait, 
Before he goes, ſhall Satisfaction make. 
The other Swears, and out he whipps his Sword, 
_ Abuſe a Gentleman, upon my word: 
 Tlmake you know, and Satisfaction e1Ve, 
As you deſire, you Dog, if I doe Live, 
Off goes the /Y7ggs the Swords begin to Clatter, 
In comes the Mobb to know what is the Matter, 
Part them crys one, another crys no, no, 
VVho dares preſume to touch a Powder Bear, 
The Fray does end one's Kill d, the' other ſent 
To Newgate, where the Quarrel to repent : 
The Bean now parts with 78g, Sword, Coat for they 
Muſt bribe the Fry, pay the Goalers fee; 
At laſt comes ont like eps Bird unknown,  _ 
To Beans, and Bullys, Whores they will not own :. 
[This Tatter'd Rake till he can ſomeway get, 
In Drapers, Catlers, Barbers, Taylors Debt; 
Theſe eaſy Knaves are quickly put upon, ,- - | 
Their Profit is ſogreat, that few, or none, _ | 
VVill here deny totruſt you, though unknown. J; 
Theſe Beans fays Pluto in my firſt Troop Ride, 

They go to Hell themſelves without a Guide: 
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I need not teach them, for-I now may ſee 
'ſhey know the way to: He/, as well as me. 

Vie leave this Crew, and further I will goe, 
Seek: out my Spy, and he I'm ſure will ſhow 
The ways of Londoyx Tricks, and all their feats, 
He knows them well cauſe uſes all their Cheats : 
The Devil hunts the Town to find his Spark ; 
Ranges from Aldgate to St. Fames's-Parh ; 

Not knowing whom to ask, or what to do, 

Vext was he, that he loſt his labour G: 

Spent all his Time in vain, but he is known, 

To all the Sharpers, Bullys, in the Town: 
Therefore I think there is no need to doubt, 
ButTI intime may find this Sharper out, 

He Srays about, till \ewgate he comes to, | 
Goes up, and asks one of the Theving Crew, > 
Ned W----d's Lodging it ſuch a one he knew, j 
Fes, yes, replyed he, I know him well; 

Its he you mean that has been twice in Hell, 

The ſame the Dev7l cry'd bing glad to hear EE 
That like to Speed. I hope old Friend you bear +1 
No-harm againſt him, ſays the other, I 

Do think he is, and none can heredeny, 

The beſt of Sharpers he does far out goe, 

That ewgate ever had, or Hell can Show: 
Well, well my Friend to the Point pray now mind; 
Keep ftrait up Holborn, and at top you'l find, 

A Place calld Grays-Inn, where if you inquire, | 
Ned /--ds Garret, that what's youdeſire; 


You't | 


Youl find him if at Home; I think you may;- 
Keep ſtrait along, for that's the ready way; 
Pluto he thanks him kindly, fo they part ; 
Farewel he cry's, I wiſh with all my Heart, 
That you might go2 with me, but that can't be, 
You'll come by turns, ye all belong to me. 

"The Dev!] now Directed right he walks 

Unto Gray's-Inn, round about he ſtalks 
Staring : He finds fo many Garrets there, 

He knew not which it was, or how to hear: 
Up Sarrs to one he goes, but there none knew, 
This $py:ig Knave but one did kindly ſhew, 
The Porters-Lodge; tells him, that he could tell, 
He knows us all. {But }/—-d he knew too well) 
The Dev!l thanks him and down Starrs does goe, 
Was ever known poor Dey:l Hackned fo, 

To fee what Love he had for him that none 

Wou'd ſerve his turn; but only him alone : 

The Town 1s large, the Dev// might have think, 
Some greater Rogre, what fay'ſt there is none int 
\ HSogreat? why then my Pen muſt honour ſhow, 

To tlus great Maſter, from whom others know, 

All Arts, all Tricks and Cheats, which they have us: 
It breaks my Heart that I have him abus'd 

If that could be: But hark now ſome more; 

The Devil's got a Pounding at the Door, 

He raps at firſt, and then he ſoundly beats, 

Within Ved /---d, he through the Key-hote peeps, 
Expefting Baylff, Debtor, or ſome IYhore 
He Poxt, and Bilk't aday or two before; E 
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; To bri 3g her Pally, to her juſt Detence; 
Or Grays-Ina Porter to kick him from thence, 
Bethinks himſelf how for to put them off; 
At laſt he Opens, but was very loath 
To ſee his Viſitor. Plato crys out, 

How now Ned W-—d Why yor are a0 grown Sort, 
ANCot know your Friends, Why ſurely you and T, 
Maſt be Acquainted better by, and by, 

I come on purpoſe to ſee you, What not know, 
Tour beſt of Friends, your dear and chief Pluto, 
I begs your Pardon Sir, replyed JY---d, 

For I was now athinking of the Guard 

Of Poets; who againit me daily JYrite, 

It makes me Mad to think now of their Spite: 
Pray mind them not but Satisfied be, 

While IT am here, take care and I ait on mc: 
While 1 am with you, I am ſure none dare, 
Afront you therefore let it be your Care, 

For topromote my Intreft, by that way, 

Yor le gain your ſelf a greater Name then they, 
Methinks your Furniture ſeems very ad, 

Tour Carrets dirty and your Bed 7s bad : 

This Fleay Mat not keeps you from the Gronnd, 
Indeed I thought in better Caſe to have found 
Yon, Pluto here you cannot Entertain, 

T hoſe that you Viſit do exſpect again, 

The ſame returns of kindneſs to be ſhown, 

Much more me, for thou art now my own : 


T he beſt of Places, that in Hell can be, 
T bave Reſery'd, and do intend for thee ; 
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| vs > him oy tort, to Foot it down to Hell, 


© Grieve not poor Ned for if the World does Frown, Ds 
I Hell 1will for all thy Spying Crown:: * Fee 
Thou art Newgates Foy Tiburns only Glory; 

Thou haſt outdone all that went before thee, 

For never anywent to Hell to Spy; 

T hey think it ſoon enough when that they Dy: 

| have not time to Tell, or to Pen Down, 

What Tricks \Ced W---d did ſhow him of the 'Lown; 
That's for the next, Ionly now will Pray. 

To Bleſs this Poet then T1 goe my way: 
Since this Wretch duarſt Lampoon my noble Art, 

It is but Juſtice that I ſpeak in Part: 

May all Deſeaſes Dofors can invent, 

And all the Plagues of He/ be on him ſent, 

Whilſt he Lives here, with Scabs, with Sores, with Lice: 
Then pocky Fhores to Luſt let him Intice: 

Till he's Pox't fo that in him there may be, 

All Poxes in the Town, and none but me 

To Cure him, When Sponging Bayliffs thumpr, 

His pocky Bones, his Corps then after Pa 
To Jayl be Carry'd, where let him be Fed 
With ſtinking Carrion, next for his Bed, . 
On harrow Spikes may he be tor'ft to lye, 
And Drink ſuch Drink, which I wiſh that I : 
May make : Let every Sar that's in the S&Y, 

And every S$4zd, that's on the Shore, 

Or 1n the Sea, a thouſand Plagues ſend more: 
When he can't turn himſelf trom Back to Side. 

A thouſand Yhores let him be for't to Ride: 

At lait when P/yto no more Plagues can tell, 
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Fen thouſand more then ever he did ſee, 

Or Fancys are in He/: or can for me 

Invent: That Fcols and Knaves may let atone, 
Others profeſſions, meddle with their own: 
From Scribling Wits all Quarrells do derive, - 
Till they are Stopt our Nation ne're will Thrive. 
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By reaſon of the Author . being in the Countrey, at the time of the Printing of this 
Satyr, ſeveral Errata's have eſcaped the Preſs, which th: Candid Reader is Defired 


to Corre&t, Eſpecially in Page 8 and 9 Line lege Cauſe for Curſe. 


To eaſehis Pains here, which may they be, SRL ty 
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